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I did not know, on first arrival in Naples, what those two roads held in store. I only knew that they both led to Rome, classical Rome, the Rome of Romulus and Remus, Cicero and the Caesars, and that the goal lay about eighty miles beyond our positions at Cassino. At that time the advanced British Press camp was situated in a small hotel at Sessa Aurunca. Colonel Astley told me that the camp was being moved to a point on Highway Six about fifteen or twenty miles from Cassino. There we could operate, close to the front, on the main axis of Eighth Army's impending drive.
Public Relations was a strange organisation. As a class the correspondents were wont to abuse it heartily. They declared that they never had transport, that transmission facilities were invariably bad, that conducting officers looked after themselves first and the correspondents last. Nevertheless, when P. R. closed down after the war, many correspondents left in former operational theatres suddenly discovered that despised and rejected P. R. had in fact been doing quite a lot. They knew then what it was really like to be suddenly immobilised, and to be found wandering without visible means of subsistence. P. R., in fact, though a human institution and not a faultless machine, served an extremely useful purpose with remarkable efficiency.
As to transport, P.R., as a matter of principle, always professed to have none, but if pressed hard enough invariably produced it, even though we were squeezed three in the back of a cushkmless, bumping jeep. P.R. also organised some excellent camps in which we often exercised the British prerogative of " bcllyacheing " over this and that, but which, in fact, provided us with better food and as good lodgings as many British civilians were then enjoying. Such a camp was the one that had now been organised by Major David Heneker at Vairano, on Highway Six. Its main buildings were two Nissen huts—one used as an officers' and correspondents' mess, the other as a copy room where we wrote our despatches. A privileged minority—like the B.B.C. engineer—had caravans; the rest of us lived under canvas, with all the usual primitive features of camp life.
Although we did not know when the offensive was due tor was filthy.  This washing under
